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These dreams that changed to melody, 
I would were sweetest minstrelsy 
For, low-entoned, they consecrate 
A friendship in its lost estate. 
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Kissed by Sunshine and the Shadow 
Nature smiles , the bud opes sweet ; 
Flowers the blossom strange and long, 

*Twixt Lov^s Sunshine and Pain's Shadow 
Life awakens quick, complete ; 
Soul reveals itself in song. 

Song the softer for the Shadow, 
Sweeter, if with love replete, 
Sweeter but more perfect, strong. 
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SUNSHINE AND SHADOW. 



ONLY A RHYMfeD LETTER. 

'T IS only a letter, 

A long rhymfed letter, 
A letter inscribed with anyone's name ; 

Has it sailed from the east 

Where the sun is released, 
This letter that out of the silence came ? 

Yea, out of the silence. 

The pregnant, soul-silence. 
The silence that covers great joy and fierce pain ; 

What sent it out sailing, 

A chastening, a wailing, 
A mood or wild fancy, a love-lit refrain ? 
I 



ONLY A RHYMkD LETTER. 

My letter who '11 read it, 

As blind men might read it, 
By sight that is inward, by sense that is deep ? 

O simple, true letter, 

Sail on free of fetter. 
Sail on where the sun is still westering to sleep. 

Sail back to the silence. 

The infinite silence, 
The silence that stifles our wailing, our mirth, 

O fervent-sung letter, 

Sung poorer or better. 
Sail on with thy message from heaven, from earth. 



SPRING'S PROMISES. 

Fulfilling the promise of shivering May 

Sweet opens the favored, the blossoming June, 
IRevealing a world of red roses at play, 

Inciting the birds to perpetual tune ; 
Creating compassion for winter's dead days 

When fields were unlit with the daisy's rich gold. 
When fields were unlovely with dry-tangled sprays 

That, wandering, speckled the meadow's bare mold. 

Fulfilling the promise of shivering May 

The daisies are bending the grasses between, 
And kiss the white clovers in shy secret way, 

When weighted with dewdrops they stoop to the green ; 
Thus bravely exalted is June over May, 

For perfumed with roses and tinted with gold 
And lit by the sunbeams imprisoned to stay. 

There 's naught but a glory for June to enfold. 



THE VIOLET. 

Griselda of the woodland, 

Of wild, or garden close. 
If lingering late, soft-swaying. 

So kissing light the rose 
Until your tender purple 

Is blushing with its red, 
Then you, of all the flowers 

That o'er the green are spread, 
I name as queen and sweetest 

To deck the quick or dead. 



THE INEVITABLE. 

Life's tidal waves retire 
And creep around my feet, 

Then suddenly mount higher 
Till round my heart they meet ; 

Then climbing on unbidden. 
They seize me, wild with life, 

And bury me dark-hidden 

From love, from joy, from strife. 



MY SWEETHEART. 

If I could snare a sunbeam 

Or hasten Time's delays, 
Then I could paint on canvas 

My darling's witching ways. 

And could I tame the breeze untamed 
That bloweth where it wills, 

I then could still, when she comes nigh, 
My sudden, sweet heart-thrills. 



VANQUISHED. 

Too fragile for strife, 
Too weak to endure, 

I yield my pale life 
God's strength to secure. 

Too strong to submit, 

Too wilful to plead, 
For me war is fit 

And with pain I must bleed. 

But over the strife, 
God's victory endured. 

Then yield I my life. 

His sweet pardon secured. 



THE BUTTERCUP. 

Heart that is yellow, 

Wings that are gold, 
You and your fellow 

Lighten the wold, 
Yellow the springtime, 

Yellow the day, 
Even as sunshine 

Brightens our way. 



PROGRESSION. 

Unwittingly man is obedient 
To a law that is God's finished will, 

Imperilling full-blossomed joy-time 
By challenging unrevealed ill. 

So always in nature's advancing, 
He revolves in a wide circling range 

Of satisfied dissatisfaction, 
Fully satisfied only in change. 



ON SOME IVY LEAVES PLUCKED FROM A 
GRAVE. 

These ivy leaves I snatched from Death 
Who claimed them his to cover theft. 

The theft of warm and human breath 
That from my side he plundered deft 

He thought with them to gild the gloom 
Wherein his captives bide, long hid, 

To beautify earth's inner room, 
Where dwell the dead, the dead amid. 



HEART-THROBS. 

O Darling, choose with me the way 
Wherein the path is overstrewn 

With heart-throbs, fallen free like leaves 
That, over-ripe, are fallen in June ! 

The heart-throbs stirred, as tendrils are 
That flutter when winds trembling meet. 

The throbs that beat as subtly swift 
As sea-waves flitting light and fleet. 

For there Love syllables as sweet 
As Summer's flower-mellowed air 

That, rising, as with winged feet. 
Steals on us soft and unaware. 

O Darling, there await with me 

Life's sunshine deepening warm and soon, 
Life's blessings falling free like leaves 

That, over-ripe, are fallen in June ! 



AS COURTIERS CHOOSE. 

Pillowed in green, my lady holds 

Her face upturned and toward the skies, 

Whilst over her a cobweb folds, 
And in its mesh a spider lies. 

That running o'er her dimpled cheek 
Then down upon her fragrant breast. 

Spins fast the web that holds her weak ^ 
While, arrogant, he plays the guest. 

But who will pierce the mystic gloom 
Wherein my lady faints and dies ? 

Who '11 stab the intruder, ope the tomb 
And seize the prisoner as his prize ? 

All patient waits my captive maid ! 
Who comes to loose her from the net ? 

12 



AS COURTIERS CHOOSE. 1 3 

Who is the valiant, unafraid, 
To save and marry Violet ? 

Ah ! stealing o'er the glade there flies 
The south wind, sighing as he woos. 

The spider 's stabbed, and seized the prize ! 
He wins his bride as courtiers choose. 



AS FAIR AS HYACINTHS. 

Life blooms as fair as hyacinths, 

(Whose branching bell-drops fill with dew 
That sweetens in the honey-cup) 

If Love, with kisses more than few, 
Falls kissing it as soft as dew 

Falls deep into the flower bell, 
Falls kissing it as sunshine doth 

When warm-caressing moor and dell. 
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THE SHOOTING STAR. 

Fugitive from heaven, 

Waif of dazzling light, 
Severed from your kindred 

Children of the night, 
Though so rudely parted 

Glad should be your flight, 
For splendid and swift dying 

You die for man's delight. 
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LOVE'S SEASON. 

When roses are the heritage 
Of Summer, wild in flower, 

Then willing kisses are my wage 
And Love yields richest dower. 

When roses fade in rathe decay 
And Summer *s stripped of bloom, 

Then kisses fade as fades the day, 
And Love lies in the tomb. 
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FRIENDLY FOLK. 

The rampant sea runs close 

To inert clods of clay, 
And running doth engross 

All burdens that downweigh, 
Or skim its heaving breast. 

A rootless weed there floats, 
A thirsty gull there drinks, 

And cleaving it, the boats 
Sail on, save one that sinks 
Beneath its breast for rest. 

There buried lies its face — 

A visage strange to see, 
A spectre in sea-space. 
And as a ghost should be 

*T is in white garments dressed. 
17 



1 8 FRIENDL Y FOLK. 

Then mermen quick surround 
This weird and phantom boat, 

That rather in sea-grasses 
Would bedded stay, than float 
Upon the foamy crest. 

And then these friendly folk 
Hold council and agree 

No challenge to provoke ; 
They say, " Here in the sea 
It seeks and shall have rest." 



LIGHT AND SHADE. 

To make the tuneless harpsichord 

Give forth the fullest harmony, 
I move my hands in quick accord 

With soul, and running suddenly 
O'er notes that climb in singing scale. 

My fingers bruise the tender keys 
So that they, aching, utter wail ; 

And then to lull the noise and ease 
The ache, my fingers steal among 

The notes to kiss them sweet again ; 
This wakes the resonant perfect song 

Of joy that echoes after pain. 
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SEA WEED. 

O CHILD of the seas, 
Sleep you here on the sands 
Because of endeavor ? 
Because you have willed 

And broken away 
From scenes of enchantment 

Where never is day, 

Where mermaidens play 
With Neptune their king ? 

O child of the seas. 
You sleep on the sands 

Where winds gently sever 
Your tresses, where thrilled 

And under sweet sway 
You wake in enchantment 



SEA WEED. 21 

Because you survey, 
Because you obey 
Your lover, earth's king. 

For, child of the seas 

And child of the breeze, 
You were stolen away from the waves ; 

The sun pierced them through 

Seeking ever for you 
Though you hid 'neath the coral-lined caves. 

And here on the sands, 

Your tresses in strands, 
Comes the crowning of joy, your best bliss ; 

For laved by the seas 

And swayed by the breeze. 
With caresses your king claims you his. 



IN MAY. 

'T IS in May, 
We 're most sad, 
When the tenuous veilings of grey 

Supersede the rare blue of the skies ; 
Yet in May 
Are we glad 
When this sombreness breaketh away 

And the world shines in luminous guise. 

For 't is then — 
In sweet May — 
That the mountains, the meadow, the glade, 

Gather gold as the flowers drink dew • 
While again, 
In the May 
The wild blossom doth ope' unafraid. 

Though the shivering winds rage anew. 

22 



IN MA Y. 23 

Then why grieve 
When the day 
Is alive with the soft stirring noise 

Of the woodland, that tranquil unrest ; 
And when eve 
Brings the sway 
Of Lord Eros whose songs find a voice, 

Songs that reverent lovers love best ? 



WHITE AND BROWN. 

When fire is glowing in youthful eyes, 
When in the heart Love's fervor lies, 
When Summer wears her flower-sweet crown 
Then tresses are soft and tender brown, — 
Soft tender, brown. 

When youth has waned and fire is spent, 
When in the heart is Winter's bent. 
When days are chilly and dark is night. 
Then tresses are changed to silver white, — 
To silver white. 

When dimmed are sad and weary eyes. 
When youth, but not Love's fervor, dies, 
When fades the Summer's flower-sweet crown. 
Then tresses are changed to white and brown,- 
To white and brown. 
24 



WHITE AND BROWN. 25 

Then as the stars shine in th^ skies, 
Love *s mirrored bright within the eyes ; 
'T is mystic fire that, quick, apart. 
Glows in the eye, shines in the heart, — 
In eyes and heart. 

So who would grieve when youth is spent, 
And under Life's Autumn we are bent ? 
Who *d mourn the loss of Summer's crown. 
If crowned with tresses white and brown, — 
With white and brown ? 



FAITH. 

Fair with the glory of sunlight, 

Sweet with the smell of first flowers, 
Strong with the voice of swift waters, 

Cold with the faint, sunless hours. 
Hot with the breath of fresh lava. 

Pale with the limpid moon rays, 
Earth is the great mystic wonder 

Fostering faith in God's ways. 

But from the life that is human — 

Quick with imperious will. 
Cold with a sin that is bloodless, 

Warm with the love never still. 
Bitter with unhallowed folly. 

Sweet with all hallowed delight. 
Strong with immortal soul-reachings — 

Learn I the better God's might. 
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THE ANEMONE. 

Awake ! Anemone, awake ! 

From winter's waste unfolding, 
Then girdled with the last snowflake, 

Your gentle face upholding, 
I 'II kiss you till your frozen feet 

Are warmer and upspringing. 
Till slipping from your cold retreat 

In Spring's new realm you 're winging. 
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MAN'S BEST GIFT. 

God gave the singing bird sweet power 
As gave He freedom to the sea, 

He gave the bloom its perfumed hour 
But gave man Love and Eternity. 
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MY SECRET. 

I DARE not tell my secret 
To Spring, who tells her own 

In every budding leaflet, 

In winds that laugh or moan. 

I dare not tell my secret 

To Summer, for she tells 
Her own and perfumed Springtime's 

In urgent, rose-sweet smells. 

I dare not tell my secret 

To Autumn, for she fills 
The world with Summer's memories, 

Betrayed in red-crowned hills. 

I dare not tell my secret 
To Winter, for he wreaks 
29 



30 MY SECRET. 

His pent and fierce emotions 
On snow-capped mountain peaks. 

I dare not tell my secret 
To babblers such as these, 

Who yield their personal mysteries 
To vagrant rill or breeze. 

But, sweet, my shy-kept secret 
Is yours as I would will ; 

You know it by my flushings. 
My sudden, strange heart-thrilL 

And having guessed my secret. 
Love, will you yours confess ? 

Confess by smiles, or, sweeter. 
By kisses speak your yes ? 



IF FORGOTTEN, FORGET. 

To-day 
While forests are gathering freshness 

And wet is the earth with new rain. 
Far down in the valley forgotten 

Lies prisoned a fierce hurricane. 

To-day 
While I 'm touched with the spirit of music 

That eases my soul to entone, 
Far down in the vale of To-morrow 

Lie harbored distresses unknown. 

To-day 
Shall I sink into sorrow unconquered 

Fearing storms that may shadow my path 
When seaward falls dying the sunshine, 
When hurricanes rise in hot wrath ? 
31 



32 JF FORGOTTEN, FORGET. 

To-day 
Ah ! To-day with its glory, its gladness. 

Its musical rhythm, is mine. 
So why not forget, if forgotten, 

That shadow with sunshine must twine. 



EXPIATION. 

Heroic 't is to gird yourself 
In withes of penances and woes 

That slant in thorn-like waywardness 
Pricking you till the life-blood flows. 

'T is brave, but falsely craven too, 
Unto your soul and God untrue. 
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NO MISER. 

Dame Nature is no miser, 
But wasteful of her graces, 

Endows the gentle flower buds 
With myriad sweets and faces. 
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LOVE-BLOSSOMED. 

The kiss that first he gave to her 
Was wanting boldness — ^for it missed 

Her lips, whereon Love's sweets defer 
Their blossoming till passion-kissed ; 

It fell amid pink flowers to seek 

Their gentle fragrance in her cheek. 

The kiss that, afterward, he gave 
That soft unclosing bloom forsook 

And wandering lower and more brave 
Amid the flowers that redder look, 

Fell sweet upon the roses missed 

Before, now glowing, passion-kissed. 
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THE BLUET. 

O SIMPLEST of the simple folk 

That light the early green, 
When gleams the blue of eye and cloak 

As smiling you are seen, 
A dainty-mystic loveliness 

Illumes your gentle grace. 
For May reveals her tenderness 

In your unconscious face. 
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THE ASCETIC. 

Although thy gifts are manifold 

As stars are in the skies, 
And like the stars that warm night's cold 

They waken world-surprise, 
I still would count thee poor and lonely 

To count thee without love, 
For life is sun-illumined only 

When love is light thereof. 
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BY PROXY. 

If but a breath of wayward breeze, 

Escaped from Summer's soft embrace. 
Would fly amid the scented trees 

Ere kissing thy sweet face, 
And then would glide away in bliss, 

From thy dear face to mine 
To greet me with its stolen kiss, 

I 'd count it next to thine. 
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THE CONQUEROR. 

He counts the time as grievous slow. 
O'er whom the even ebb and flow 

Of pale emotions have weak sway ; 
They stir, and sleep again, then wake 
From sleep whose weary dreams but make 

The night more dismal than the day. 

But he who challenges each hour 

To yield him up some quickening power, 

Who masterfully counts the time 
An instrument of fruitful use, 
His ardent soul shall he unloose 

To wing from earth to ways sublime. 
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RED CLOVER. 

O JAUNTY, red clover ! 
Why hover so near, 
So near to the undergrown, Maytime moss ? 
If the breezes uncover 
Your nest, do you fear 
That yon rover, the bee, would espy you and cross 
The green moss, coming over 
Beside you, so near. 
Coming over and nearer till deep in the moss 
He '11 bide, the wild rover ? 
And then would you fear 
That he 'd kiss you and steal from your virginal heart 
One drop, then one over 
Of honey-sweet tear, 
The tear that you hold in your heart, safe apart 
For some fellow red clover 
That you 'd kiss without fear. 
40 



RED CLOVER. 41 

O jaunty red clover ! 
Nestle nearer and dear 
To the gentle and slow-creeping moss, never fear, 
For your lover, the clover, 
Will hover so near 
That he '11 find you — ^he '11 kiss you, and steal your sweet 
tear. 



OPPOSED. 

Some men find Love's peace all too tedious 
And rather they 'd traverse the way 

Of Love's roguery steeped in confusion, 
Of Love's quarrels atoned in a day. 

But some think in solemn foreboding 
That Love, if provoked, will take flight. 

And rather they 'd bide in the sunshine 
Of Love's calm, the fair calm of delight. 
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TAPESTRY. 

As in and out of warp and woof 

The tireless needle goes, — 
The needle strung with floss of blue, 

With green where scarlet shows ; — 
It stabs the weft but tenderly 

So that the wounds soon close, 
Soft-healed by threads of russet brown 

Where yellow envious grows. 

As in and out of warp and woof 

The searching needle goes, — 
Upraising threads of lavender 

Where — from deep purple flows, 
It paints dun-colored fantasies 

Or glad things may disclose ; — 
Two lovers locked in soft embrace. 

Perchance they 've kissed, who knows ? 
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MY DEBT. 

Though I diflfuse a selfless self 
In Life's consuming service, yet- 

The victim of a sinning race — 
I pay to Pain my sinless debt. 
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THE MORNING-GLORY. 

I AWAKE when the shadows are waking. 
When the night is aroused from repose, 

When over the sky drifts the morning, 

Dimly barred with faint gold and pale rose. 

I awaken when few blossoms waken. 
When the dew kisses softly my cheeks, 

Cooling gently its cardinal purple. 

The last flush that my beating heart speaks. 

For I wake but a moment ere sleeping 
The short sleep of a quick-fleeting hour. 

Yielding place to the longer-lived blossoms, 
To the sturdier, sun-endeared flowers. 
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OLD SOL. 

I SMILE in even way 
While Spring her revel keeps, 
While Summer dreaming sleeps, 

While Autumn yields her sway 

And Winter dying weeps. 

I smile in even way 

Though Nature is song-glad, 
Though mortals are soul-sad. 

Though hands at hazard play 
And brain-sick men go mad. 
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THE TRUE ARTIST. 

Inlaying the tones of the sunset's glow 

With patches of sober grey, 
Interweaving the stream in circuitous flow 

Where wind-blown the rushes light sway, 
Or generously tinting his canvas white 

With dashes of green, yellow, rose, 
The artist there Axes an imaged delight 

And mirrors true nature's repose. 

So yielding yourself for the nonce to his gaze. 

He discovers your pleasant, sweet mood. 
And warming your soul with his silent praise, 

Your inner most thoughts understood. 
He paints on a surface unplastic, but smooth. 

The contour of feature and face, 
Creating a semblance of sensitive youth 

Animate with the spirit of grace. 
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COIN ALWAYS CURRENT. 

If worshipping could serve for faith, 

Or penance pay for sin, 
Then man might slay Remorse, the wraith 

That bides the soul within. 

If worshipping could serve for love. 

Or silver pay for bliss, 
Then man might taste the joys thereof 

In bartering for a kiss. 

But if man worships with fair faith, 
With love that gold ne 'er buys. 

Then falls Remorse a quick-slain wraith^ 
And won is Paradise. 



CHERRY BLOSSOM. 

Cherry blossom ! Cherry blossom ! 

From seclusion wakened white. 
To the gusty winds unfolding 

Your rare petals speed in flight ; 
Speed away where §pace is misty, 

Where the flying winds are wild, 
Where Dame Nature's untamed wizards 

Play at war unreconciled. 

Cherry blossom ! Cherry blossom ! 

Magicians hold you fast, 
And above your scented pallor 

A potent wand is passed ; 
Making you assume new splendor, 

A mystic-frozen shape. 
And falling from the cloudlands 

A snowflake you escape. 
49 



50 CHERRY BLOSSOM. 

Cherry blossom ! Cherry blossom ! 

Child of sunshine and the spring. 
Though sweet blooming or fast frozen 

There 's on earth no sweeter thing ; 
For you powder white the green-mould, 

And you cover with your kiss 
Earth's sad bruises and its poisons, 

Soft burying aught amiss. 



LOVE'S MUSIC. 

Sad music sighs like seas in pain ; 
Glad music 's like the summer rain 
That falls upon the sheltering eaves, 
Or tuneful stirs the tender leaves. 

So rushing bird-wings, eyrie-bound, 
Break silence with harmonic sound ; 
They wake the gladsome melody, 
The fine ethereal minstrelsy. 

Sad music is the sigh of seas. 
Glad music sings in singing leaves, 
But music thrilled with ecstasy, 
Is Love's immortal mystery. 
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WOOD FIRES. 

Dost look in wood fires descrying 
Two flames that thou namest with names. 

Named soft with the name of a sweetheart, 
With thine own, as thou wouldst in love-games ? 

And then dost thou gaze in the fire 
To discern what its blazing betrays. 

To see if the flames bum united 
Or flicker in separate ways ? 

Dost gaze with a joy that is thrilling 
If thou seest that they soon interlace, 

Burning higher, sweet kissing and glowing, 
Illuming the wide, evening space ? 
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THE RAINY DAY, 

Oh, greyest of the greyest, 
Thou bleak, wet, winter day, 

In tears thou 'rt penance paying 
For guilt not done away ; 

But God in mercy shrives thee. 
Grants pardon for thy sins, 

And shedding forth new glory 
Thy grey to whiteness thins. 
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THE WOOD VIOLET. 

The blue of the heavens, 

The blue of the sea 
Are lost in the violet, 

Asleep on the lea. 

O slumbering violet. 
Wake from thy dreams, 

Give back to the heavens, 
To the sea, the blue gleams 

That are locked soft and safely 

Within your fair een. 
As long as you slumber 

On moss beds so green. 
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DREAM-LIFE. 

Now when the night is quiet, 

In stillness that is dead 
As seas are when their riot 

Has with the storm-blast fled ; 
When sighs have done regretting, 

When pains their pains forget, 
In silence, dreams abetting, 

We dream the old dreams yet 

Such dreams as men dream ever 

Who live the life unseen, 
Who earth from heaven can sever 

And dwell in worlds between ; 
In glorious worlds and spacious. 

Filled with the fairest thought. 
Even scintillating, gracious 

With inspirations fraught. 
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HEAVEN-SWEET. 

As Summer wastes her sweetness, 

When unbreathed odors rise, 
So I were wasting kisses 

When eyes but kiss your eyes ; 
But Summer 's full of sweetness 

That, breathed, is Paradise, 
I live but when my kisses 

Kiss lips and not your eyes. 
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RELEASED. 

The patient hills lie dormant 

Beneath their weight of snow, 
While stayed in frozen stillness 

The rivers cease their flow ; 
And sheets of untracked whiteness 

The low-sunk meadows show, 
Till suns release these captives 

And over them soft blow 
The winds that flee from winter 

And southward hurrying go. 
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SWEET LILY BUDS. 

The wings of lily buds divide, 
And rend apart their hearts to find 
The scent that sweetens Summer's wind,- 

The perfume to the breeze allied. 

Thus dies the lily bud so sweet 
*T is deemed as perfect, pure and fair, 
Dies yielding scent beyond compare, 

A fragrance that for heaven is meet. 
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GRACE. 

The sea reveals its treasure, 
The mountain yields its heart, 

The earth its richest measure 
To practised human art ; 

E'en perfumes of the flower 
Are saved if sweet-distilled, 

But grace — its mystic power 
Man steals not, though world-skilled. 
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COUNTER MOODS. 

I FORFEIT the cool Vantage 
Of forest glade and peace, 

For the summer-risen savor 
Of the sea whose sobs ne'er cease. 

For the swift unbroken sunlight 

That flashes hurtless fire. 
Dressing wavelets and the sand beds 

In glistening hot attire. 

But reconciling Nature, 
You feign not, nor deceive, 

Your counter moods are healing. 
Your night is my reprieve. 

So where your smile or shadow 
Falls kissing, I could sleep, 

On the violence of sea waves. 
In the woods where violets creep. 
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MISTRESS MAY. 

Is aught so sweet and dreamy 
As gentle Mistress May, 
When, o'er the hills, 
^The daffodils 
Wing yellow-throated. 
Yellow coated 
In joyous, artless play ? 

Is aught so sweet and creamy 
As meadows milky-white. 
When grasses kissed, 
The shadows missed, 
The dainty daisies 
Sing May's praises 
In unsuppressed delight ? 
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Yea, June is sweeter, 

Time is fleeter 
When roses scent the air ; 

When all so still is 

That love and lilies 
Wing fragrance everjrwhere. 

The daffodil 

Is springtime's thrill, 
While daisies light the May ; 

But June is sweeter. 

Time is fleeter 
When love and lilies stay. 



ALONE. 

Mid the lights of the million eyes 

That enkindle the firmament, 
I search for the Paradise 

Where reluctant my darling went ; 
Yes, reluctant, tearfully led. 

Ah, strange were it otherwise ! 
For she was my wife, loving wed, 

And the light of my yearning eyes. 

my Darling, through water, through fire. 
Through the pulseless suspension of doubt, 

Through the perilous ways of desire. 

Through all penitence, — anguished, devout 

1 would follow, if only I might ; 

O my Sweet, thou art here ! — Is 't a dream 
That but mocks me this wild storming night ? 
Yes, through darkness there pierces Love's 
gleam. 
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SWEETEST ROSE. 

Are you glad if soft I kiss you 
Sweetest rose, sweetest rose ? 

Are you sad if sad I miss you 
Sweetest rose, sweetest rose ? 

Are you glad as summer singing 
When her flower is abloom ? 

Are you sad as summer winging 
When her hour is of doom ? 

Are you glad, O rose of roses. 
That you grow within my heart ? 

Are you sad when fate discloses 
That we die if long apart ? 

For the rose that I'd be kissing 
Is the rose upon the lips, 
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The one rose the bee is missing 
When he flower-honey sips. 

O sweet rose, if sad I miss you 

I should faint and fainting die. 
But, sweet rose, if glad I kiss you, 
Could you gladder be than I ? 



V 



LOVE'S SEAL. 

All too flexile for impressions 

Is the undeveloped soul 
Till Love's seal is set upon it 

In a mystic-running scroll ; 

Till Love's new and glowing fancies 
Stamp in gold a radiant place ; 

Then the soul arises perfect 
With full glory on its face. 
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THE LILY. 

Sensitive as the still waters 
Mirroring heaven's sweet grace, 

Pale as the pallor of moonlight 
Is the fair lily's pure face. 

But as the still waters darken, 
Shadowed by starless night. 

So must the lily's fair whiteness 
Dim when the day is in flight. 
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THE DANCE. 

Untaught the spirit that wakes in dance 
When harmonies of music faint and swell 

The witchery of pleasure to enhance, 
The mystery of sorrow to dispel. 

Untaught as breathing is the graceful poise 
Of form, an instant still, then swayed in tune 

To cadences that soothe or quick rejoice, 
Then slowly fade and die, alas ! too soon. 
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WONDERLAND. 

My darling, though we 're far apart, 

As leaves are from the sapless tree, 
As far as smiles are from the heart 

If in the heart there sorrows be, 
Yet near are we, if close within 

The land wherein is love joy-fraught, 
The wonderland where souls are kin 

In mystic harmony of thought. 
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FATE'S THEFT. 

Fate bids us love, then steals away 
The thing he bade us love ; 

Steals silent as he steals the day 
That fleets to realms above. 

And we, we mourn and knowing say, 
That steals he life or love, 

He steals away our sweetest day 
And all the light thereof. 

Fate bids us fly as fast, as high 

As eagles fly to nest, 
Yet cripples fast the strength, the eye 

Till blind, we creep, we rest. 

So with hurt wings, we creep, we rest, 
And, blind, to radiant day, 
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We grieving cling to Earth's soft breast 
That warms though Love 's away. 

And kissing it, though blind and lame, 

There steals into our day 
A rosy light, but not the same 

As that Fate stole away. 



COMPENSATION. 

Though nurtured afar from the sea of grass 
And fostered remote from the mountain pass, 
Though hid from the breath of the open air, 
No daintier bloom can the warm earth bear 
Than lilies bom under the window-pane, 
Bom white and unspotted with fleck or stain, 
For scenting their hearts, in tenderness clings 
The sweetness that God to the feeblest life brings. 
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ONLY A DREAM. 

Betwixt the noons of day and day 

When cool and silent is the hour, 
When wasting perfumes soft betray 

The dewy grass, the o'erblown flower, 
When wind-bells voice a tuneful chime 

In perfect harmony of praise, 
I come in dreams, as time on time 

I came to thee in sun-lit days. 

And then with sorrows worn away — 

As mists in wind-waves disappear — 
I come my spirit to obey. 

And leaning nigh thee, still more near, 
I feel the thrill that kindles sweet 

And waxes sweeter, sweeter still, 
As warm, thy lips my own lips meet, — 

A benediction, healing ill. 
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HEAVEN'S BLOOM. 

The earth is void of mystic light, 
And skies are wanting in white bloom 
Till climbing far to Heaven's room 

The harvest moon illumes the night. 

So dimmest skies are flowered bright 
By souls, escaping there in breath, 
When loosed by unimpassioned Death 

Who holds them dear, but holds them light 
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WITHERED ROSE LEAVES. 

My cherished rose petals were fading, 
And one after one they fell dead, 

Till naught was there left of the blossoms 
But the stems of the flowers once red. 

Then one by one held I the petals 
In the warmth of the pitying sun, 

In hope that soft-kissed they would quicken 
To life and to fragrance in one. 

Then I strove the pale leaves to regather 
To bind them so fast that they 'd cling 

To the stem sadly shorn of its glory, 
That again it might seem a live thing. 

While so deftly my hand was caressing 
The dead leaves, some fair magic was bom 

Of the touch, for in sudden revival 
They changed to a rose red as mom. 
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THE NEW YEAR. 

When winds and beating snows abate, 
And sleeping in a gentle state 
The year has fallen into rest, 
Low-sinking on Earth's mourning breast, 
Then we, abandoning woe, — elate — 
The unencumbered day await. 
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SONG. 

Long I 've chased this illusive wild thing, — 
Fleeter far than the wood-bird in flight 

That, stricken with fear of the storm, 
Flies fast through the midsummer night 

Long I Ve chased this ethereal thing 
Over rivulets, mountains dew- wet. 

Spending might as a wrestler hard spends 
His warm breath, a quick race to abet. 

Thus I 've followed this light-running thing 
Till it led me through depths of despair. 

But now have I caught it as fast 
As the bird that is trapped in a snare ! 
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THE BETTER PART. 

As slips the mighty ocean 

O'er the breast of mother earth, 

An alien to her interests, 
Her sorrow or her mirth. 

It meets no friendly welcome. 

So venturing is numb, 
And strangely chilled and altering 

It shrinks back overcome. 

Yet hesitant, first lingers 

To kiss the hands that smote, 

And kissing crowns with whiteness 
Earth's feet, her face, her throat. 

So Love withdraws when smitten 
By winds that adverse blow, 

But not before in kisses, 
Forgiveness it doth show. 
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SPRING'S MAGIC. 

A WILD sylvan music 
Pursues me when Spring 

Is purpling her valleys, 
In swift altering. 

Then familiar with meanings 
The bobolink's thrill 

Soothes Pain's lamentations 
Intervened, vague or shrill. 

O Springtime — in magic, 

In generous haste. 
Rare favors and fervors 

You prodigal waste ; 

Seductive, sweet Springtime, 
Evanescent and fair, 

Enchain me, ere vanished 
In your flower-strewn lair. 
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A QUERY. 

Answer, O birds and flowers, 

The question that I make, 
And tell me if 'neath showers 

Your morning songs can wake, 
Or if your sweetest singing 

No rapturous flight may take. 
Until the clouds, far winging. 

The Summer skies forsake ? 

Answer, O maidens, will you, 

The question that I ask. 
And say what thus can thrill you 

As in Life's mom you bask. 
And tell me if your singing 

Is e'er for sighs a mask. 
And if to Love 't is winging 

A prayer ? Far sweeter task ! 
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LILIES AND ROSES. 

White lilies, half opened, I *11 lay at her feet, 
On her breast, nigh her face, round her hair. 

For, tranquil, unclosing white lilies are meet 
With her virginal heart to compare. 

While red roses, full blossomed, I '11 lay on the breast 
At the feet, round the hair of the maid 

Who is worn with the scorch of a fevered unrest, 
Of a passionate love unafraid. 

But full opened lilies, red roses I '11 lay 
On the brow of the maid who has tread 

In virginal white, the sweet, passionate way 
Of a love, bitter-dying, soon dead. 
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ASSIMILATION. 

Where fades the flower 
The weed may thrive, 

Where the weed lacks power 
The flower 's alive. 

But grows the weed 

The flower nigh, 
(For there is need 

That neither die, 

Where soft among 
The grass they meet,) 

Then the flower wings strong 
And the weed grows sweet. 
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THE MYRTLE. 

Seal of Love's promise, 

Joy of Life's hour. 
Bloom of Death's silence 
Is myrtle in flower. 

Winter and Summer 
Changeless its green. 

Friend of sad sorrow 
With joy, joyous seen. 

Seal of Death's silence, 
Joy of Love's hour, 

Bloom of Life's promise, 
Purple its flower. 
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THE SPIDER-WEB. 

Unbroken under thunder, 

Unmelted 'neath the sun, 
This dainty-woven wonder 

In one short hour is done. 

And swinging from the grasses 

That flower-fashion sway, 
The bird-song through it passes, 

The shadows through it play. 

Yet woven is this wonder 
So that it stays night's tears, 

Holds fast, though bending under 
These tiny liquid spheres. 

Holds, till the breeze unsettles 
The wavering dew-gemmed threads 
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That gather on rose petals 
Or sleep on flower beds. 

So falls the web asunder 
When sinks the warm-eyed sun, 

And vanished is the wonder 
That in an hour was done. 



MY VALENTINE. 

Of all the gracious blossoms whose sweet smells 
Arise in faintest perfumes of the Spring, 

Or permeate the Summer's fairer time, 

There *s naught that 's sweeter than this rose I bring ; 

This Winter rose, — none redder than is mine, — 
Wherein is hid for thee my Valentine. 
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TO THE DOUBLE ECHO. 

One word I '11 quiet tell you 

If, echoing, you '11 call 
To a fair, bewitching maiden 

Who holds me in sweet thrall ; 
Twice sounding what I dare not 

Speak once to her, — my love ; 
For secret such as this is 

I would she knew thereof. 
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THE INDIAN PIPE. 

Over there in the zephyr-blown forest, 

Where the pine trees have buried their dead, 
Where the arms of the low-growing maples 

Over death and decay are wide spread, 
You arise from the layers on layers 

Of brown leaves, that dark cumber the mold, 
In a guise wan as earliest morning. 

In a dress white as snow and as cold. 

Over there in the zephyr-blown forest. 

In the softest of moss-beds you 're born 
In pallor as white as the sea-foam. 

In the white that is pale as young morn ; 
Yet though scentless, your fair waxen image 

Is possessed of the soul's quickened breath, 
For, the whitest and coldest of flowers, 

Triumphant you rise over death. 
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RE-INCARNATION. 

Though Love's impassioned hours 

May languish utterly, 
Like dew on dreaming flowers, 

Like rain upon the sea, 
Not long they linger hidden. 

But rise in proud estate — 
The spirits all unbidden 

Of Memory and Fate. 
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FOLLOW AND KNOW. 

Heigh-ho ! 
Gaily I blow 
Waking chimes in the tree-tops^ 
Waking sighs on the seas^ 
Heigh-ho ! 
Solemn and slow 
I 've underfoot trodden 

The low-scudding breeze 
That is ruffling the rivers 
And brushing the leas. 

Heigh-ho ! 

Onward I go 

Winging fleet as the sea bird. 

Winging far as the skies. 

Heigh-ho ! 

Follow and know 
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What is seen by the breezes 

That heavenward rise, 
What is known to the angels 

In far paradise. 



IN MASQUERADE. 

When merrily the Kings convene 

And converse hath a jovial mien, 

The jester with his rude retort 

Rules momently the fickle court, 

Till, glamoured with his own feigned spells, 

He doffs his jerkin, cap, and bells. 

And clad in broidered robes and crown. 

He with a quick and insolent frown, 

Seizes the sceptre in his hand. 

And wielding it assumes command ; 

Thinking that simply altering. 

His guise will make of him a King. 
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DIVIDED THOUGH UNITED. 

With a golden thread 

Soft together I wed 
The whitest white rose, and a red, red rose, 

So meeting they kiss, 

Yet kissing they miss 
A blending of blushes as petals unclose. 

For the rose that is white 
Keeps its fairness as bright 

As though it were wed to a rose as pale. 
And the rose that is red 
Though to white it is wed, 

Must ever in red the reddest prevail. 
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PSYCHE. 

Dead ? What is dead, what is dying, 
Save the days that are wan, laid away 

Like a corse that is robbed of its Psyche ? 
Dead ? What is dying save day ? 

Day that is risen triumphant 

And rides o'er the world monarch-crowned ; 
Day that is riding on heavenward 

Bound to winds first caressing the ground. 

Dead ? Yea, the rose must be dying, 

E'en Love's rose, the sweet rose that is red. 

Like a corse that is robbed of its Psyche, 
It must wither and lie with the dead. 

Rose ! thou must die with the sunshine 
As brief as the hour thy day, 
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Sudden the death of thy glory, 
Then thou 'rt cold like the Psycheless clay. 

But Psyche that dwells in Love's roses — 
The sweet Psyche of deep-buried days — 

Is it dead, can it die like the flowers 

That are blooming in summer's soft ways ? 

Roses and days may be buried 

Like the corse that is robbed of its light ; 
But the Psyche, the white mystic Psyche, 

Is ne'er buried in earth or its night. 



THE QUEEN OF HEARTS. 

The woman-child, at ten, is queen 

Of sovereignties bestowed by Fate ; 
And profiting thereby, serene, 

With naught of sin to expiate, 
She reigns with no insistent power. 

But enters into hearts and love 
As fragrance issues from the flower, 

Unconscious that it is thereof. 

The woman-child, twice ten, is queen 

Of willing hearts half-conscious woo'd, 
Soft wooed by prettiness, I ween ; — 

By loveliness of favoring mood, 
The mood wherein she *s kissed by Fate, 

Who partial, reconciling, kind. 
Is painting her in beauteous state. 

More outward sweet than rich in mind. 
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The woman, three times ten, is queen 

Of sovereignties wherein are few 
Who, eager-eyed, would intervene 

Her less engaging face to woo ; 
But she is queen of hearts e'er true 

Who, won, still compliment as fair 
The patient face, sweet-graced anew 

With gentle beauty bom of care. 

The woman, four times ten, is queen 

Of sovereignties hard-won of Fate 
Who bids her dwell in Griefs demesne, 

No selfish sin to expiate ; 
But suffering much to learn thereof 

The grace that paints her fairest yet ; 
Thus fair, she enters into love 

And hearts that peace from pain beget. 



CAPRICE. 

The amorous sea is caressing 

The low-growing marsh for awhile, 

Till weary of joys sure possessing, 
It turns to the sun for its smile. 

Then worn with the bliss of well-farings 
And craving rewards that are new, 

The tumultuous sea ventures daring 
The delights of the world to review. 

But stayed when the winds softly slacken, 
Or lashed when the tempest fierce blows. 

And foaming when skies darkly blacken, 
The passionate sea homeward flows, 

Rejoicing the shore to recover. 
And glad all the more for delay, 

He embraces, the truant lover. 
His love, that he lost for a day. 



98 



CHILDREN OF THE WOODS. 

Dear little fairy blossoms ! 

Ye children of the woods ! 
Tender and early snowdrops 

That hide within pink hoods, 
Do you wonder why I pick you, 

Then smothering your breath, 
Condemn you to great darkness, 

To instant, wan-eyed death ? 

Dear little fairy blossoms ! 

If I wrap you soft in down. 
Loose-tied with satin ribbons 

Sky-blue, rose-red, or brown. 
Or if I keep you hidden 

Within some senseless book, 
'T is that upon your image 

I may the oftener look. 
99 



9'?'6578A 



100 CHILDREN OF THE WOODS. 

Dear little fairy blossoms ! 

Ye children of the woods ! 
Fragrant, delicious violets, 

Fair lilies in white hoods, 
I keep you closed in darkness, 

Condemned to early death, 
That I may breathe your fragrance 

With every soft-drawn breath. 



SUNSET. 

In stately advance to the western way 

As worn with unwilling will, 
The silently valiant, vanquished Day 

Ere dying, a moment is still. 

And loosing her fire, the hotter, intense, 

The wilder for gathering long. 
She violent scatters its flame the dense 

Or snowiest cloudlets among. 

Then reddening the uttermost sweep of the sky 

The breast of the unceasing sea. 
The intricate ways that the wood-birds fly. 

She perishes, passion free. 
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UNREQUITED LOVE. 

Unsweet is Love if not more sweet 
Than all the million scents of flowers. 

Sweetest when dewy-wet they meet 
Day's sensitive, sun-wearied hours. 

And plenteous Love, overweighted so, 
Devises how its joys to spend. 

That severally they onward flow 
To husband, wife, to child or friend 

But of these joys there 's one transcends 
The love that sweet-requited flows, 

T is love that lavish love expends 
And yet rewarding love forgoes. 



¥03 



ILLUSIONS. 

How sweet the illusion 
That heaven is nigh. 

When blue eyes, beguiling, 
The gold stars outvie. 

When rosy lips smiling 
Beguile with a kiss, 

*T is no more an illusion — 
'T is heaven's own bliss. 



Z03 



THE POISON IVY. 

Though innocent, thou art accursed 
And shunned as would a leper be. 

For poisonous and bitter nursed. 
Thou hast no friend save one, — ^the tree ; 

But climbing this thou 'It know the skies, 

And angels flown from Paradise. 
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REST. 

In the quiet of the Summer, 

In the grasses low and high, 
Where the music of the hummer 

Is arisen, there am I ; 

There amid the flowers white-dressed, 
Watching birds and clouds in flight, 

Do I leave the wearing unrest 
That had changed my day to night. 

And this place that far and still is, 
*T is the spot where sleeps the rose, 

'T is the nook where pure-eyed lilies 
In the dewy dawn repose. 

There is silence only broken 

By the bird-song and my sigh ; 

There is peace serenely spoken 

In this place where heaven seems nigh. 



105 



THE HEART'S SECRET. 

O Heart, thou art like to the rose-bud, — 
Thou foldest thy wings in Life's cold. 

In quiet safe holding thy wonders 
Till in love-light they gently unfold. 

But whispering with the wind whispers, 

Oh what is thy song unsurpressed ? 
Couldst thou tell in a single endeavor 

The secret long hid in thy breast ? 

O Heart, thou art like to the rose-bud, — 
Can it tell how it budded and grew ? 

Or how it in budding grew redder, 
When kissed by the night-fallen dew ? 

Can it tell how its flower was moulded. 
Whose grace is the grace of repose ? 

Then, heart, oh how couldst thou, how couldst thou 
Tell more than is told by the rose ? 
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LOVE'S BEACON LIGHT. 

The star that in Love's firmament 
Bums long undimmed a beacon light, 

Is that wherein the flames augment 

'Neath friendship's warm and magic might. 
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THE SUNFLOWER. 

Cradled in summer sunshine 

That poureth molten gold. 
Rocked by the willing breezes 

Your slender wings unfold, 
And spreading wide and wondrous, 

They crown your sombre face 
As with a shining halo. 

As with a strange, new grace. 

Once cradled in the sunshine, 

Once crowned with unstained gold. 
Though suns fall dark and sleeping 

And zephyr-warmth withhold, 
Till, chilled, your wings fall drooping 

So hide your pleading face, 
They ne'er may fall to shadow 

Your soul that woke in grace. 
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THE GLACIER. 

To follow Summer's leadership 
Whither the lower world is green, 

The glaciers from the rock-beds slip 
Down-gliding thickest woods between ; 

Till, swerving, with their crowns of snow 
Unwasted by the meadow heat, 

They 're kissed at last by waves that flow 
Around their strange and restless feet. 

Then on the sea they float and sway 
Continuing in Winter's guise, 

Beguiling vessels sailed away 
Where sailors seek some novel prize. 
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MY BEQUEST. 

In sound mind, now before I am dead, 

I commit to your reverent care 
My bequeathable things, — roses, red, 

A few trinkets, a tress of my hair. 

And while I am virile, in power, 

I would deed you my songs written sweet, 
The love-mysteries born in an hour 

Wherein fairest of visions wing fleet. 

'T is for you that my will is now signed. 
My bequests are all fixed, roughly penned ; 

In a scroll, ribboned white ; — I 've defined 
These poor, cherisheH things soon to end. 

But there *s one thing I have not bequeathed 
To you now, for no longer 't is mine ; 

*T is as sweet as red flowers, green sheathed, 
It is love and always 't was thine. 
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THE RAINBOW. 

All suddenly 't is flaming 

From white and fleeting mist, 
A broken circlet, glowing 

Red, green, and amethyst ; 
And dipping eastward, westward, 

A mystery of light, 
It kisses earth and heaven. 

Their wonders to unite. 
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SEPTEMBER. 

In rich September 
When cloistered hills are rimmed with yellow, 

With marigolds, with millet mellow. 

Then I remember 
That purple asters star the hollows. 
That goldenrod the fern path follows 

And, like a sentinel. 
The silent wood surveys. 
Then wandering on it strays 

O'er smiling hill and dell. 

In rich September 
The pink weeds fringe the sluggish river, 
And in the cool winds gentians shiver : 

Then I remember 
That when the earth is garbed in glory 
Then flames Love's glowing, sweetest story ; 

And, wishing, it were well 
To ask that yellowed days, 
And mellowed autumn haze 

Long hold me 'neath their spell. 



AT LAST. 

Till the sun is warmly kissing 

Is the bud unborn a rose. 
But when kissed by colder shadows 

That at twilight softly close, 
Then its fragrance is dew-sweetened 

And the rose is crowned Queen-Rose. 

Till Life's love is softly kissing 

Is the soul unborn in bloom, 
But when kissed by Grief's deep shadows 

That are falling in Death's gloom, 
Then the soul is heaven-sweetened 

And ennobled — nigh the tomb. 
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GOOD LUCK. 

In Maytime or in early June, 
When clover fields are daisy-strewn, 
These fair prophetic flowers I pluck, 
Then tear apart 

The leaves of white 
Crowning the heart 
Of golden light. 
That counting, I may find good luck. 

The old, old story — only this ! 
When Maytime savors of Love's bliss. 
Then daisy leaves more precious are 
Than any in Love's Calendar. 

The slender leaves I tear away 
To know if Love shall light my day. 
He loves me not ? No sadder knell 
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Can ring than this ; 

I pluck again 

He loves ! (what bliss) 

And not in vain 
He loves me only, and loves well. 

The old, old story — only this ! 

But in it there is naught amiss 

If daisy leaves disclose my fate, 

And Fate is love both sweet and great. 



LITTLE BIRD. 

Little bird, would you tell me, 

If singing you could, 
Where your wee nest is hidden 

In thicket-grown wood ? 

Would you tell me the wonders 
Of the song in your throat, 

How you speed through the forest 
Your melodious note ? 

Would you tell me, I wonder. 
If your heart is like mine ? 

Does it quiver and quiver. 
Even suffer and pine ? 

Does it beat when you 're hearing 
The sweet rollicking song 
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That is cleaving the sunshine. 
Greenest meadows along ? — 

The song of your lover 

Who is hastening to you ; — 
Does its magical music 

Thrill you through — thrill you through ? 

If it does, gentle birdling, 

Then your heart is like mine, 
And like mine beats ecstatic. 

To a love that 's divine. 



THE ARBUTUS. 

O NESTLING of the woodland 
That harbors spring and song, 

Thy song awakes the silence 
When sung the flowers among. 

Then breezes kiss thy pink buds 
And pleasured soft they dance, 

Make sweet vibrating music 
Whereof is love's romance. 

Unskilled your gentle pleading, 
Untutored, still you please ; 

Your sudden grace enchants me 
But I 'd have your witcheries cease, 

Lest I should hold the Springtime 
More favored than the day 
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That peoples meadow grasses 
With flowers that golden stay. 

Then Summer would be jealous, 

She 'd hide from me her store 
Of fragrant-hearted beauties 

That stud her emerald floor. 

Ah ! no, my flushed Arbutus, 

I love you, but more love 
The roses and the lilies — 

The wondrous sweets thereof. 



WITHERED FLOWER LEAVES. 

(written on EASTER SUNDAY.) 

Lost is thy queenly state, O rose ! 

Lost is thy flush, thy grace, 
Sweet perfume turned bitter in long repose 

As Time doth thy beauty efface. 

Only a pile of crumpled leaves 

Outlasting the life of a rose ; 
Searching for soul shall I search 'mid these ? 

Shall I search 'mid the dead's repose ? 

Can a soft-lipped lily arise from the dead ? 

Can white wings from these leaves unfold ? 
Can an angel appear dread Death instead ? 

Can the earth hold us warm and not cold ? 

Can an Easter glow change soul-shadows to less ? 
Can joy lighten Life's burdened way ? 
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Can a song alter grief to happiness 
When the day is a pain-struck day ? 

O shade of a rose, I have kept thee long 

Hid away with the lily, long dead. 
And now interweaving your soul into song, 

Sad memories are instantly fled. 

Yea, an Easter glow arises from dark 
As Christ rose from the sombre tomb, 

The tomb where the angels awaited to hark 
To the song risen sweet from Death's gloom. 



SUMMER'S KNELL. 

O DAINTY-SWAYING Flower-bcll ! 

When wind-bestirred, your joy-notes fled, 
Then toll the knell, the moaning knell, 

For Summer wanes and soon is dead. 

O sensitive, wee Flower-bell ! 

Ring sweet and sweeter, ring you low 
The slow-recurring, moaning knell. 

The knell that voices dismal woe, 

O tender-sighing Flower-bell ! 

Ring soft and softer, sadder yet. 
The sweet and lowest toning bell. 

For earth is dolorous, tear-wet. 

Then Flower-bell, your joy-notes fled 
Toll sad and sadder, dying low, 

For Summer fades and now is dead. 
And quiet waits her shroud of snow. 
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AUTUMN TINTS. 

When birds-songs die 
In forest deeps, 

When winter 's nigh 
And thunder sleeps, 
T is then that Autumn sky-lands miss 
The glowing suns that warmly kiss 

The common mould 

And turn it gold. 
The suns that fell and bruised bled 
And bleeding clothed the world in red. 

O Autumn days ! 

Though Winter 's nigh. 
My heart obeys 
The Summer sigh, 
And now I 'm warm with love once missed 
Life's summer love that kissed, till kissed. 
My soul changed bright 
With golden light. 
Life's love that, bruised, will bleed, yet keeps 
Its autumn glow through sorrow's deeps. 
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A MAY WEDDING. 

Swung low in silent places 

The clovers, white and pink, 
Like perfumed sighs are rising 

Then with cold breezes sink 
In curtsies quaint and low, 
But if winds sudden blow 
Then bend their heads sedately 

Towards grasses lithe and green 
That, kissed by sunlight, venture 

Within its glorious sheen. 

So while the north winds tarry. 

When breezes blow. 

Ere spring days go, 
The grass and clover marry, 
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Then daisies in their bridal white 

Unto the wedding come, 
While birds and bees, and singing leaves 

Their happy greetings hum. 

And marching to low music 

The long procession goes, 

To summer — to the rose 
That swings in silent places 

Where only the south wind blows. 



THE PANSY AND THE BUTTERFLY. 

Says Butterfly to Pansy, 

" What weights your tender wings 
So that you bide recumbent 

Amid earth's crawling things ? 

" Akin to mine the purple 
That steals along your veins, 

Akin to mine the azure 
Which your slender body stains. 

" Akin the sudden sparkle 

Of amber in the red 
That floats its ready signal 

Where'er our wings are spread/' 

Says Butterfly to Pansy, 
" Arise and soar with me, 
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Another of the anny 
That roves the wild woods free." 

Sweet Pansy answers gently, 

" Dear Master Butterfly, 
'T is meet that mid the earth-worms 

Serenely I should lie. 

" My wings are heavy weighted, 

But fixed to ground are they. 
So that my simple fragrance 

Shall scent the foot-worn way. 

^^ So that the faint and wearied. 

Who fly not, (for they 're weak) 
Shall hunt amid the grasses 

My humble face to seek. 

" And found," says gentle Pansy, 

" Then mine the greater bliss. 
For to the sick and suffering 

I speed my healing kiss." 



SUMMER'S CALENDAR. 



THE OX-EYED DAISY. 

To mark the Summer's Calendar 

There gleams upon the world of green 
The golden-hearted, milk-white star, 
The star unknown in heaven's demesne. 
The star of June, 
The star of day. 
The star arisen with the songs, 
That nestlings sing. 
Sweet carolling 
The unaccented songs among ; 
The song of May 
Fresh-sung in June. 
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II. 
THE POND-LILY. 

O dainty sprite ! 

Arisen white 
From waters where no sea-wave rolls ; 
If zephyrs kiss you, kissing light, 

Then sway you swanlike, 

Sway you sweet. 
O golden bird with waxen wings ! 
Soft sing you when midsummer sings, 
Soft sing you when the orioles 

Are singing fiute-like, 

Singing sweet. 

IIL 
THE GOLDENROD. 

When insect-music passes 

From blithesome note to cold, 
Then rises from the grasses 
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The slender flame of gold ; 
The flame that bright is winging 

In dress more golden yet 
Than all the flowers up-springing 

That the Summer days beget. 

O goldenrod, 

When field-stars wane, 
When clovers nod, 

And chilled is rain ; 
When water sprites 

Are swooning dead, 
And singing mites 

Are southward fled ; 
When garden flowers 

Are misty ghosts. 
When Summer hours 

(Like naked posts) 
Are signs that linger, 

Signs whereof 
The taper finger 

Points to love ; 
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Then, with your gold, 

A splendor bright, 
You cheer the cold 

Gray day with light. 



THE FLOWER MAID. 

The pent-up fragrance of the Spring 

Lies gathered in the forest deeps, 
Where perfect quiet reigns and waits 

Upon the flower-maid who sleeps 
There aching with her hidden sweets ; 

Lies, sleeping, till some wind awakes 
Her slumber when, awaked, she sings 

The song that wings o'er fields and lakes. 

And then bird-music cleaves the air 

With soft contending melodies 
That plague this simple maiden's peace, — 

Plague gently with the tunes that tease 
And tempt her till she imitates 

The rich and smoothly shapen notes ; 
Then singing 'midst the singing birds 

Her song, articulated, floats. 
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' And then this maiden waxes strong, 

Her tiny feet set firm amid 
The silvery stones whereon the brook 

Is rushing with its mood unchid. 
And listening to its prevalence 

Of babbling noise that, evenwise, 
Runs on and on through forest wilds, 

She sings and with its music vies. 

So when the pending storm unbinds 

Its fury, then my little maid 
Is sorely bruised and pain awakes, 

But still she 's singing unafraid, 
She carols in a minor key 

The musing strain that interweaves 
In harmony and sad begun 

Is like the song of sighing leaves. 

And teeming, as the woodland teems 
With sweet or sharpened symphonies, 

My little maid is quick with song, 
Her bosom heaves with melodies 
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That, welling upward, pleasant rise 
To meet the perfumed springtime days, 

And kissed by sunbeams, there she lies 
Soft basking in the ripening rays. 

O little maid, sing on, sing on, 

Unloose your weary self in song 
If, aching with the storm, you *re pained ; 

Sing on, wood-melodies among ; 
Commune with sovereigns, God of Love, 

With agitated Life, with Death, 
And there amid Spring's scented days 

Sing pains or peans with sweet breath. 



AN OLD-FASHIQNED GARDEN. 

This quaint old-fashioned garden 

Is circled with the bush 
That flowers only roses, 

Abloom in June's soft hush. 

And nigh, in sweet inclining, 

The gentle maiden Phlox 
Bends low to hear the love-words 

Of the stiff unbending Box. 

The stalwart Box dark-fringing 
The beds where bide sweet things ; 

Rich pansies and gay tulips 
With mottled, golden wings. 

The beds cut round or squarely. 
Cut heart or diamond shaped, 
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Wild-grown with bloom, the fairer 
For the pruning knife escaped. 

Grown sweeter for the tangle 

Of honeysuckle spray, 
That tenderly uncurling 

Must zephyr winds obey. 

And here within this quiet, 
This quiet deep as death. 

There sway the mystic flowers 
Alive as with soft breath ;— 

Alive with souls that wander 
From heaven home again. 

To bide in sweet June roses 
And seem once more as men ; — 

The shadow souls of husband. 
Of child, of wife, of friend, 

That, rising, in sweet fragrance 
Soft kisses on us spend. 



COUNTERFEITS. 

We counterfeit the sleeping dream 
And dream the dreams wherein we see 

The dreams that self -elected seem, — 
Sweet visions where the will is free. 

The dreams wherein we pose ourselves 

As in a tableau, in a play, 
Where sip we solace as the elves 

Sip dew and thus drink care away. 

A tableau where the angels' wings 

Are made of filmy tarlatan. 
Where all the strange-created things 

Of heaven and earth lie 'neath one span. 

For when the actor needs some moons. 
Needs love, or Nature's wildest flower, 
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He paints the moon and love assumes, 
Then seems it real as Time's brief hour. 

And so what matters it if love 

Or fame may wane as moons wax light, 

If we, vague-dreaming, dream thereof 

That like stage moons they 're shining bright. 

All devastating Time, march on, 
Depoil us of our love, though great. 

Let fall a lighted match upon 
The fuel of ambition, hate. 

Steal one by one familiar things. 

E'en marriage bonds are vain and yield, 

As nations make new mutterings 
Of wisdom for each state and field. 

For laws relax as rubber must 
To suit the humor of the time ; 

And, stretched, they cover love or lust. 
Hide purity or grime. 
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But, dreaming, we '11 persuade ourselves 

That inert matter springs to life, 
We '11 tolerate our soul-worn selves 

New-comprehending love and strife. 

E'en death itself will seem as naught 

Or seems it rather set aside, 
As though with palliations bought. 

As though he were, in sooth, defied. 

Time marches on, no steps retraced. 
But dreamers, with their flying feet, 

Overtake him, yea, his feet displace 
Outfly him, meeting God, so fleet. 



EN AVANT. 

I LOOK and looking back, see well 

A withered crone called Mother Past, 
And naught withheld she can but tell 
Men's histories ; though you compel 
She may not prophesy, forecast. 

I look again and see a dame 

Resplendent in her dazzling garb. 
Ah, she, the Present, dares a game 
Of hazard, plays it without shame, 
Speeding her wild, uncertain barb. 

I look once more and see a maid 

True-visioned yet indefinite ; 
The fair, alluring Future, paid 
In promises and gold if, swayed. 
She would herself to Fate commit. 
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And still I look and see in mist 
An angel dwelling where the pure 

White colors merge in amethyst ; 

He sings and low, '* But sin resist, 
Life's disappointments well-endure. 

' Look not upon the garbled Past, 
Nor on the sorrow-shattered Day, 

Nor ask of Future what her cast ; 

Remember only Death comes last, 
Revere your Christ and to Him pray." 



PAX VOBISCUM. 

Released from fretting cares of day, 

When duty once is done away, 

When alters every weary sense 

To dream-enjoyment weird, intense ; 

When gently-waning violet light 

Transmutes itself to purple night, 

Then harken to the soft wind-wave i 

That sweeps adown the gold-starred nave, j 

And gliding earthward wafts you this — 

Christ's message of immortal bliss. 
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THE FUTURE. 

Could we borrow 

From the morrow 
In our vain impertinence, 

We should borrow 

Nameless sorrow 
As its dark intelligence. 

Life is better 

Less this fetter 
That would bind us powerless ; 

God's great letter 

We '11 read better 
In the day that 's hourless. 
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NOBLESSE OBLIGE. 

I WONDER if you '11 follow me 
Unmeasuring, in weariness. 
The milestones of this tuneless tale. 
That, frequent-placed, are oft enough 
To daunt the lazy wanderer 
Who loves to loiter 'mid sweet rhymes ; 
Who feels the long circuitous way 
Of grief-encumbered words to be 
A mountain that he cannot climb, 
Save in the climbing to be worn 
And lost to joy that he *d have won 
Had only pebbles stayed his step. 
The pebbles of more tuneful songs. 

Even so, I '11 tell you of two maids 
Who woke to life at once, and one 
Of them cried first and crying broke 
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The silent and the dark dismay 
That hovered 'round the mother's couch 
Where she so wan and anguished lay, 
Yet smiling with sweet pathos when 
She looked within soft opening eyes — 
Those baby eyes, so wondrous fair, 
That starred the dawning face with light, 
The face that nurse laid by her side 
To breathe the mother-love with warmth ; 
And then she feebler smiled and laid 
Her smooth and sudden-purpling hand 
Upon the second fretting babe 
Who robbed her of her tender life. 

But for the babe who cried the first — 

They claimed that she was well endowed, 

Appointed by the law of courts 

To prior rights that signified 

In later years a legacy ; 

A legacy of gold, but more, 

A legacy new-wed to trust. 

The trust, that men who count ideal 
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Soul honor, best and primal law — 

Must follow else they 'd deem dark blurred 

Their 'scutcheons of nobility. 

The obligations of her race 

Fell soft upon her baby years, 

As fell upon her form the robe, — 

The homely-stitched but dainty robe, — 

Wherein she instantly was swathed. 

And, — that they might distinguish her 

As bom the first, and named Lenore, — 

They fastened on her broidered dress 

A ribbon bow of radiant blue. 

The blue that sleeps in summer skies ; 

And so they similarly fixed 

Upon Elaine, the second bom, 

A ribbon of the lovely pink 

That tints the smooth and curling edge 

Of rose leaves opening sweet and wide. 

Throughout their early sheltered years 
These babies twain were reared alike, 
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And reared by saddest of sad men, 
Who, lingering in new loneliness, 
Was wont to play a double part ; 
The father's and the mother's too. 
And while the child-life blossomed slow 
Their single love sufficed for them ; 
For then, they seemed incapable 
Of thought that centred not in both, — 
Soft centred as sweet harmonies are 
In one continuing melody ; 
And mutual as they breathed the joys 
And inspirations of fresh years, 
So mutually they bore the griefs 
That, paining one, involved them both 
As darkly as the heavy clouds 
I Encircle earth when night is nigh. 

I 

i But soon they won distinctive names, 

The blithe Elaine, the staid Lenore, 

Uncharactered by ribbons pink 

Or ribbons dipped in heaven's blue. 

These weak reminders of their souls 
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Had not survived the nursery romps ; 
For then, — as silly puppies war 
With quivering shadows that are vain 
In place of substance that is quick — 
So they, for lack of settled sense, 
Rude-jostled 'gainst each other's whims, 
As counter wills must clash, when each 
Is bent on gaining tyranny. 

Their love was leal, unfaltering, 
Yet wide apart their natures turned, — 
As wide as silence is from noise, 
As wide as their own semblances 
That first were similar. 

Elaine 
Was blond of hue, a Saxon blonde. 
Whereon a speck of sun-kissed brown 
Is but a loving accident ; 
The creamy tint was flecked with rose 
Whereon the eyelash darkening fell ; 
But sweetest of her lovely charms 
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Were lips that seemed e'er challenging 
A kiss. 

Her curls were soft withdrawn 
And crowned her face as halos crown 
The guerdoned saints. 

Slender and tall 
She wore her simple, clinging gowns 
In stateliest and queenly way ; 
And gliding softly as a breeze, 
She passed along 'mid gaping crowds 
A conqueror by her loveliness. 

And so her conduct was as fair 
And modest as her guileless face, 
Whereon there was no cypher writ 
By hot and hastening hands of love ; 
And as the prickly muUen leaf 
Resists the smallest drop of dew, 
She overthrew all flatteries 
That would have bent her to their worth. 
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She lived as fixedly alone 

In girlish wisdom and pure wit 

As if she had been mother-reared, 

Safe-guarded from the dire pursuit 

Of men who, strong in selfishness. 

Full wittingly make worlds of pain 

And stinging misery for those 

Who bide subdued beneath their wills, 

The wills, that, glittering, magnetize 

And then betray. 

But staid Lenore 
Was seemingly an alien child, 
No offshoot from the parent tree 
That blossomed blond and lucent eyes ; 
And save for swift-recurring flush 
Changing so soft and frequently, 
Her face maintained a sober guise, 
A commonplace address and air. 
But showing strength reserved ; her eyes 
Illy betrayed the flame beneath 
Which, hidden, yet was smouldering hot 
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And flashed into a sudden fire 

If quickened by trespassers upon 

Convictions that she held as true 

And elemental in her faith. 

'T were purposeless to tell their worth ; 

To strangers they would doubtless seem 

As trivial and unfulfilled 

In this our work-a-day, brief world, 

As evanescent as white froth 

That vanishes when seas are still. 

Quick followed their maturer years 
Wherein they were left desolate 
Of father-care or mother-love ; 
For suddenly their father lost 
His way in life and hurried on 
Where visions of his wife had long 
And subtly lured him heavenward. 

And therefore is this story penned ; — 
For with their father died much wealth, 
Though something of old lands remained. 
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How unimagined is the force 
That lifts the violet above 
Its humble bed of emerald moss ; 
How fathoEoless the hidden grace 
That potently abides therein, 
Issuing scents that sleep on long 
When all the tender leaf is dead ! 

And so one scarcely comprehends 
The deeps wherein Lenore was held ; 
Great burdens vexed her early years, 
Years uncomputed by slow time. 
But rather by the penalties 
That saved her soul's nobility, 
Potent to permeate her life 
And lingering long, like flower-scents 
To sweeten her quick-waning strength. 

'T was here she crossed the boundary line 
That intervened betwixt her peace, — 
The simple peace of halcyon days 
And sad peace won of sacrifice. 
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Elaine, the lightsome, shy Elaine, — 
Who blossomed fair and timidly 
As pansies or wild roses bloom — 
Fell ill, and was advised by friends 
And doctors wise, — dispensing counsel 
More than drastic medicine, — 
To visit lenient climes and there 
To rally her enfeebled strength 
By meditating less on pain 
And more on swiftly changing scenes 
Of foreign travel. 

Thus Lenore, — 
With silent forfeiture of rights 
And fair ambitions that, fulfilled, 
Would soon have drained her unused force 
To better purpose that it was, — 
But held herself in readiness 
To wield the sceptre o'er her home, 
There biding in her lonely state 
To gather carefully the shreds 
Of incomes made of pittances, 
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To weave of their loose ravellings 
A shining garment for Elaine ; 
Elaine, for whom the glorious robes 
Of butterflies were none too bright, 
For whom the blossoms of great bloom 
Were none too lovely to befit 
Her gentle grace. 

So, shadow-bound, 
Compelled by visions rare-refined 
Through sentiment and heritage, 
Uprooting discontent by work, 
She turned her rare abilities 
Toward fluctuating cares of farms 
And wild estates that yielded tares. 
Disproving by supreme success 
That woman's way is weak ; 

And then 
Some worthy suitors found her fair. 
One saw in her the patient maid 
Who knits her stockings by the scores 
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And weaves into the endless stitch 

Views as monotonous as small, 

Which woven contentedly, are meet 

To mate opinions such as his ; 

The maid who, changed to housewife, makes 

The tedious echo of her lord. 

She said him nay most tenderly. 
As a woman will who understands 
That love avowed is sanctified ; — 
The woman who is world-unspoiled 
But honors him — though narrow he — 
Who lays his welfare in her hands. 

Betimes a braver suitor pressed 
And importuned for her consent 
To share the blessings of his home ; 
To be at once the peerless queen. 
The unrivalled mistress of his love. 

'T was love that would encompass her 
With joy, yet leave her free to spend 
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Her impulses in charities, — 
Or follies, did she choose them first, 
Providing that they were obscure 
And nothing more disturbing than 
The weak conventions bom to stir 
Their feeble, fruitless flutterings 
In small arenas, strict-confined 
To tea cups or the jargoned talk 
Revolving on the slender wheels 
Of well adjusted nurseries ; 
Or on the whirl-a-gigs of griefs. 
The culinary griefs that, raised, 
Are very mountains of small woes 
Whereof the summit ne'er is reached. 

Achievements such as these are joys 
And occupations of true dames 
Who fade and prematurely die 
Performing such distinguished deeds ; 
And so might she for his sweet sake. 
If she would comprehend his plea 
And satisfy its urgency. 
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Forgive me if I seem to scoff 
Or simulate the meaner moods 
That cavil at the picture drawn. 
Most reverently I estimate 
Its pompless, undissolving worth ; 
Such quiet love is slippered soft, 
It wakes no loud impertinence 
Of problematic world- disputes 
That scar and pain, then chasten us. 
'T is over-zealous love that saves 
Weak women from the hostile world 
That overwhelms the timid ones 
Mad-whirled within its vortex. 

Yet 
She could conceive no fitting phrase 
In which to express her firm dissent ; 
She signified that she made count 
Of manly virtues and of plans 
That favored her so handsomely. 
But her dismissal, though 't was voiced 
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In kindly gentleness, seemed harsh 
To him who wished it otherwise. 

At length, amid her solitude, 

Defying petty miseries 

That wantonly revealed themselves 

To undermine her loyalty 

To self and to her heritage. 

Another suitor sought her hand. 

I know not how to speak his worth 

Or tell his love, save that I say 

'T was love that trembled like a lute 

Responding to a master hand 

When she, by simple presence, played 

Upon his heart-strings. Then they stirred, 

Vibrating till the music hurt 

By force of sweet intensity. 

'T was love unquestioning and true, 
Convincing as enticing, and 
Suggesting to her solitude 
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A fruitful, sweet companionship ; 
The love wherefor all women yearn 
And whereupon they silent lean 
For comfort and for quieting, — 
The richest that heaven's bounty yields. 

And so, although self-poised and strong. 

Wavered Lenore in her resolve 

To wed no other than the one 

Who mated her in fair and full 

Equipment of the mind and soul ; 

Who was her spirit complement. 

In influence all dominant. 

Yet pliant to her woman's need. 

Her sober, unrelenting wits 

Seemed on a careless furlough sent. 

And half confounded in her thoughts, 

She almost said him yea. 

But soon 
Her sleeping will revived, and then. 
All witting that her word bred pain, 
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She spake her heartfelt gratitude 
For compliment so paid and said 
She would that he had loved her less. 
And he akin with gentle folks 
Who smile, the keener is their hurt — 
Bore his sharp wound courageously, 
Answering that he felt richer far 
For loving, though he loved in vain. 

tender heart ! unblunted yet 
So comprehending love and life. 

But now resuming the lost thread 
Of history, that sweet-discoursed, 
Is relevant to blithe Elaine, 

1 '11 speak neglectful of Lenore. 

Elaine renewed the excellence 

Of spirit and of early strength. 

As readily as wind-laid buds 

Uplift their fair and jaunty heads 

When storms are spent and winds are soft. 

She ruled herself with dignity 
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Amid the change of scenes and loves ; 
For she, as well as poor Lenore, 
Had need to crave a pardoning grace 
For pain-inflicting words bestowed 
On man, rebelling 'gainst his fate. 

But soon there passed before her eyes 
A vision of new manliness ; — 
A man disabling her cool sense 
As surely as the golden suns 
Melt glistening, ice-encrusted snow ; 
Perchance it was because he seemed 
Indifferent to her rosy charms, 
Some careless of the witcheries 
That other men discerned so fair. 
So fascinating, sweet. 

Albeit, 
As maidens heretofore have done, — 
Maidens who hold their womanhood 
As proud as personal, — she lost 
Her soul's reserve and showed her love 
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With such a naive, childish grace 
She won at last the calm regard 
Of him they knew as Reginald. 

And now the winsome, shy Elaine, — 
Demure and yielding as a reed 
That sways beneath a zephyr wind, — 
Was luminous with love-lit smiles ; 
She loved her lord adoringly, 
As maids may love superiors 
In wisdom and in years ; 

While he, 
Confronting life with tenderness 
That drew unto himself more loves 
Than many men are wont to win, — 
The love of animals, of men, 
Of children too, he cared for her 
With fondness that was evenness. 
All unaware that 't was a love 
Withholding from her woman's gaze 
The deep recesses of his soul 



\ 
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But she, by virtue of her grace, 
Her gentle, white simplicity, 
Could scarcely comprehend Life's strain, 
'Neath which an average man may break 
I As suddenly as stalwart oaks 

May sunder in the heavy winds 
That spare a flow'ret or a bird. 

I And, meanwhile, he was inward vexed 

•With ceaseless and with hot disputes 
To gain the mastery of self — 
That hungry self, appointed soon 
To crave some insufficient good 
That, easily indulged, would spoil 
His majesty of souL He strove 
And yearned to hold himself in hand 
As mightily as God restrains 
The heavens, the seas, the endless earth 
From license and from liberty. 

He fain would meet and touch ideals, — 
Ideals that were alluring him 
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Beyond the tempered way of Life ; 
Ideals condemning him as stained. 
If broke he not the subtle mood 
Wherein ambition's voice is sweet ; 
In fame-eclipsing steadiness 
He labored on so he might gain 
More wealth and power that lavished free 
Might ease the dark and hidden wrongs 
Wherewith the world is overborne. 

~'T was while he wrestled so with self 
That staid Lenore acquaintance made 
With Reginald who had been betrothed 
To fair Elaine for scarce a year ; 
And into their new converse sprang 
The interests that fresh pertained 
To heated topics of the day 
Whereon they argued. 

To Lenore 
The more she waged this mental war 
That half in mischief was begun. 
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The more sweet-spiced and pungent grew 
The tenor of her wayward ways ; 
She was insatiate ; she loved 
To whet the intellectual knife 
Wherewith she pierced the pulsing heart 
Of undercurrent life, until 
It bled to suit a wanton mood, 
Or tender, serious impulses. 

Elaine was quite indifferent 

To pleasures such as these, for she 

Was satisfied with silent joy ; 

She watched their tilting as a child 

Might watch a tournament well manned, 

Though eager to applaud and praise 

The winner of the offered prize. 

But soon there came upon them both — 
Lenore and Reginald, I mean, — 
A subtler and a sweeter grace 
That beautified the passing time ; — 
Those days that changed to radiance 
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Even though o'erhung with heavy clouds 
That showered sad and plenteous tears. 

They felt a simple, pure content 
Mantling them overwhelmingly 
When they were side by side, content 
No whit impaired, that dear Lenore 
Quick bristled with her thorny wit. 
She was as restless as the winds, 
That change so swiftly altering. 
And Reginald though disciplined, 
Impatient of all waywardness 
That was but captious and to wound. 
He was as ready as was she 
To strike his lance 'gainst hers. 
He strove to prove no temper yet. 
Who 's human that he may not fail. 
Leaving a bit of wicked self 
Not overcome with grace. 

The pure 
Ideals are scarce attainable, — 
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We touch them as fond lovers kiss, 
Approximating happiness 
And perfect bliss, to lose it when 
The kisses lie in waste, — we touch 
Them once, perchance then once again 
And for the moment they are sweet ; 
Then visions vanish like the kiss, 
And we are where we 're wont to be. 

But last, when many moons had waned, 

The mystery of the human soul 

Was manifested silently ; 

The mystery that never yields 

To conquest or self-mastery, 

But, victim of a natural law, 

Is but a claimant for its own. 

And so despite Elaine, his troth, 

His true allegiance to ideals. 

This longing, sweet necessity. 

Wherewith all men are sometimes clothed, 

So overpowered Reginald, 

That he was fain to loose it, and 
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To test its unconfess^d power ; 
Once loosed, it fell upon Lenore. 

Then walked these two in whitest veil 
Of bliss, wherein they were unseen 
Save unto seeing God. But soon 
Lenore remembered with quick pain 
Her noble heritage that she 
Must keep unsullied. 

Yet even so, 
She wavered somewhat thinking thus : — 
That as Elaine was yet unwed, 
It were perchance a better fate 
For her to be a maid, than wed 
Where marriage would imperfect be — 
Like to the rose that stays abud 
For lack of heaven-sent nutriment. 

But when, communing with her God 
She realized that she was strong — 
And therefore born, as mothers are, 
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To benefit through misery — 

She found new peace in the resolve 

To quietly efface herself. 

Bravely she rearranged her days 
So that she might be soul-refined, 
So that her love for Reginald 
And fair Elaine should be as one. 

So then, as was at first designed, 
Elaine and Reginald were wed 
When spring was white with promises 
Of summer fruit, when cloudless skies 
Were blue and sober men made mirth. 

But daintiest of all the flowers 

Was shy Elaine, bedecked in robes 

All shimmering with a silver thread, 

While here and there 't was broidered pink, — 

A rare color for a bride to wear, — 

The pink that graced her baby years 

Showing that she was second-born. 
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Ahy Reginald was proud of her; 
As clinging with mute tenderness 
She loving hung upon his arm 
To go and make her marriage vows ! 

And solemnly he wed although 
He sweet and sadly thought 
Of truly-cherished, brave Lenore. 
His love for her remained ideal, 
It seemed a separate, hidden thing, 
The fragrance of a red blush rose 
That blossomed once for him alone. 

The sleepless years sped on 
And innocent, beauteous Elaine 
Grew sweeter and more womanly \ 
While vigilant and staid Lenore 
Betrayed no single, outward sign 
Whereby her sister might surmise 
What was the secret she held deep 
In strict obedience to her will. 
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She lent her self -won liberty 
To suit Elaine's most foreign bent ; 
And thus with gentle tact she changed 
The bias of her mind which grew 
The wider and more rich. 

Meanwhile 
The staid Lenore grew staider yet. 
While challenging the burdened days 
To trammel her the more and more, 
Till she was overburdened, near 
To break her pain-taxed will. 

Elaine 
Was winning by her finer grace 
An overcoming, clear advance 
In ways where she and Reginald 
Were mutually concerned. 

She came 
To measure his great will and strength 
By newer standards, reaching far 
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To grasp his subtle, inner life. 

Her welfare was forgotten when 

She could but minister to him ; 

And when she was fierce-suffering 

In hurrying pains that she deemed naught 

But part of her adoring love, 

When she was crowned with motherhood 

Then differently was she endeared 

To Reginald. T was then that she 

Became sweet mistress of his heart. 

And good Lenore rejoiced in soul 
To realize the loveliness 
Of their unmarr^d bliss, the bliss 
All women know by sympathy 
Though they are cheated of its taste. 

But through this self-renouncing life 
She lost her former piquancy ; 
She lost her health and grew 
So pallid that she brought a grief 
To tender souls regarding her. 
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And so (in mercy for Elaine, 

For Reginald who deep retained 

A cherished vision of her faith 

And ready leaning to his will, 

When he and she were wont to be 

Akin in dreaming sympathy,) 

She once more rearranged her days 

To live alone and separate, 

As lone as some November flower 

That sad survives the blossoming days 

That earlier were fair. 

Such grievous things had stricken her 
Throughout these long invasive years 
That now the heavy time falls slow 
And soon 't will fall upon her form 
And change it to insensate clay. 

Meanwhile, contentedly she broods 
Upon the strange, benumbing force 
That silently is stealing o'er 
Her energies ; and as she waits 
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She sews upon a lace-edged robe, 
Reshaping it to seem more fit 
To suit her blanched face and hide 
By simple, tender-clinging folds 
The cruel lines that Death will make. 

But last when Reginald shall come 
With sweet Elaine and find Lenore 
In pliant, long-recumbent way, 
I wis that they will soft arrange 
The white strewn hair and let it frame 
The pain-worn face, that so shall seem 
Less starved of life. 

I wis that then 
They '11 leave within her pulseless hands 
Some lilies, soft-entwined with green, 
A red and gently-opened rose, 
A bunch of blue forget-me-nots. 
The tender, light unsaddened blue. 
The blue she wore in babyhood. 
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I wis also that sweet Elaine 

And unforgetting Reginald 

Will tearfully lean down and kiss 

Her pallid lips and saintly brow 

Both mindful that their peace cost hers. 



THE END. 
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